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ladder went down to her, for she was no more than

a schooner of a little over one hundred tons.    If

that did not look like the beginning of one of

those voyages reptted to have ended with the

Elizabethans, then I am trying to convey a wrong

impression.    On the deck of the Mulatto GzWwas

her master, in shirt and trousers and a remarkable

straw hat more like a canopy, bending over to

discharge some weighty words into the hatch.

He rose and looked up at the boy on the quay,

showing then a taut black beard and formidable

eyes.    With his hands on his hips he surveyed for

a few seconds, without speaking, the messenger

above.    Then he talked business, and more than

legitimate business.    " Do you want to come ? "

he asked, and smiled.    " Eh ? "    He stroked his

beard.    (The Brazils and all!    A ship like that!)

" There's a berth for you.     Come along, my

son."   And observe what we may lose through

that habit of ours of ^uncritical obedience to duty;

see what may leave us for ever in that fatal pause,

caused by the surprise of the challenge to our

narrow experience and knowledge, the pause in

which wb allow habit to overcome adventurous

instinct!   I never heard again of the Mulatto Girl.